i3g         THE   MEMOIRS   OF  JACQUES   CASANOVA
Venetian boatman was invited by a Venetian peasant-girl to
dance the jorlana^ with her; and to prove that he had a
right to wear his dress, he accepted, but acquitted himself so
badly he was hissed. I have always been passionately fond of
the jorlana,) and I asked the peasant if she would try it
with me. She accepted, a circle was formed round us, and
We danced it twice. This is enough for any man: but a
young girl, dressed as a shepherdess, and wearing no mask,
asked me to dance it with her. I had not the courage to
refuse, and went through the performance again. She
danced divinely, and made a double turn round the circle
three times. I was exhausted and out of breath, but it
seemed as if she could go on for ever. At the end she whis-
pered my name in my ear. Surprised and delighted, I asked
for hers. She said she was a Venetian, and that I should
know who she was if I would go and see her at the 'Three
Kings.'
'I am there with rny father and mother, who are old
friends of yours.'
'You will see me on Monday.'
Tired as I was, I was only able to sleep for a couple of
hours, for we were all going to Zenobia's marriage—count,
countess, marquis, and myself. The wedding dinner was to
be at a country house called the 'Apple Gardens.' There
were about twenty guests in all, good plain country people.
They vtere a little disconcerted at first, but we soon put
them at their ease. There were many pretty girls among
them, but I was too much taken up with the bride to pay
attention to them. The dinner lasted three hours; it was
abundant, and the wines exquisite, but no one knew that I
had provided the funds. We all sang, or recited poetry; and
we rose from table in the highest of spirits. Everybody em-
braced his or her neighbour, and I could not help laughing
when I saw the haughty countess offer her cheek to the
xvizened little tailor. Dancing began when the fiddles ar-
3 Forlana, so called because it is the national dance of the
peasants of Friuli.

